







het jone worry has passed, 
_ And the devilish whispers are silenced at last, 
A a E A U And the life of desertion is dead in the past. 
eee esp! e tribul: uon S, aT held to my oath, 
WERKE ecu re confronted the demons whom th’angels do loath, 
anes While praying for patience and sanctified growth. 








And I longed for my fate as I battled and bled, 
Remembering maidens of whom I had read, 
Yes, craving for damsels who longed to be wed. 


I harkened the song of a clamorous clashing, 
The swords were adorned with a shimmering flashing, 
I dived in the shades of the gashing and slashing. 


A saber dissevered my jugular veins, 
Thank God! For this honor devoid of all pain, 
Decreeing my fate — to be horridly slain. 


The infidel’s blade was disgraced and accursed, : 
His heart was impoverished — in evil submersed, | 
By shedding my blood, he had quenchéd my thirst. A 


My blood, before striking and drenching the ground, 
Was blessed with forgiveness, a heavenly sound! 
Two Houris then hugged me and gathered around. 


They sang me a sensual, spiritual psalm, 
Thus soothing my soul; they caresséd my palm, 
The animus parted me, leaving me calm. 





The soul, by their eyes, is forever possessed, 
The scent they respire enraptures my breast, 
I engage them for ages not caring for rest. 
a 


What a gift for the severance of body from head! 
What a bounty in thanks of the blood that was shed! 


What a spirited musk from this emblem of re 
I am blissful in flight, as my Lord indeed aad 
The martyrs are living; do n 


